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Mi Abuelita 
It was menial labor in the summer 
of 1956, weating in bean fields 
under the Aztec sun, that left 
her hands chapped, broken, 
shedding skin like a snake. 
I remember how she would snap 
her fingers to the others 
the master wa coming; till 
bending, digging, snapping 
beans from the ground 
avoiding sideways glances, 
not wanting to be punished 
for talking, the example 
of the day. A cultivator 
of land, mi Abuelita 
was a workhorse with a loose 
yoke, ready to journey 
to a forbidden oasis 
lapping along side other strays 
for nourishment, replenishment. 
Mi Abuelita, torn-skinned, 
leather-fingered, knowing 
only the pool of liquid can save 
her heated body, 
drink. 
A I see her today, years later 
a cultivator of her own 
land, she wipe her glistening brow 
in the sunlit kitchen, standing 
kneeding dough for tortillas, 
mi Abuelita tells me from behind 
a pot of black beans she stirs 
that the well isn ' t dry. 
-Latisha Newton '98 
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